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he wrote in the affectionate father style, in the hope of
extracting something substantial."
After some further conversation, Dr. Priestley thanked
Mr. Robbins for his information, and left the office. He
stayed that night in Rarnsley, and returned to London
by an early train. But during the journey, he was bound
to confess that the inquiries which he had made had
not been of much help in solving the problem. They had
certainly thrown no light upon the activities of Charles
Alcott during the period immediately preceding his
death.
Dr. Priestley was frankly puzzled. There seemed to
be no earthly reason why anybody should have taken
pains to secure the correct identification of Charles
Alcott. He began to think that his appetite for human
problems had overreached itself. Would anybody but
himself have seen anything out of the ordinary in this
man's death? He felt that, for his own satisfaction, he
must talk the matter over with one of his friends.
It was no use saying anything to Faversham. Favers-
ham, eminently practical, would only laugh at him, tell
him that his imagination had run away with him, that
he had found a mare's nest, Faversham had no love of
a problem, just because it was a problem. Unless it
directly concerned him in some way, he would push a
problem aside impatiently, as a waste of valuable time.
Nor was it of any use to approach Superintendent
Hanslet. Hanslet was a policeman, and necessarily
viewed things from a policeman's standpoint. Dr.
Priestley knew if he were to mention this case of Alcott
to him, he would immediately ask whether there was any
suggestion that a crime had been committed. Since at
present there was none, Hanslet's interest would rapidly
fade to vanishing point.
If anybody could be trusted to listen patiently, that
man was Oldland. Oldland, in the right mood—and

